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The Secret of the Night By Gaston Leroux
Tlinil.I.INC MYSTEHT STOnY OF RISSIA.V INTRIGUE BY NOTED FRENCH AUTHOR,

SYNOrSIS OF TKRV10U8 CHAP
TERS.

Young Joseph Rouletsbllle, ostea-Ibl- y

a reporter for a Parisian nen-pap-

but In tact a detective of re-
nown la called to Russia by the Ciax
to nave tho life of General Trebassof
(Fe:dor Keodorovitch), who hag been

to death by the Nlulllsts,
He Is received by the General'!

and wife,
Madame Trebassof (Matrena Petro-vlna- l.

He in tela Natacha, the Ge-
neral's daughter by a previous mar-
riage.

The Oneral Is at Ms villa, sur-
rounded by a. few faithful friends.

grand salon and saw the reporter just
as he came out of the sitting-roo-

"Where were you?" she inquired.
"The sitting-roo- is certainly charm-

ing, and decorated exquisitely," com-
plimented Rouletabllle. "It seems al-

most a boudokr."
"It does serve as a boudoir for my

whose bedroom opens
directly from it; you see the door there.
It is simply for the present that the
luncheon table is set there, because for
some time the police have d

the veranda."
"Is your dog a watchdog, maflame?"

asked Rouletabille, caressing the beast,
which had followed him.

"Khor Is faithful and had guarded
us well hitherto."

"He sleeps now, then?"
"Yes. Koupriane has him shut In the

lodge to keep him from barking nights.
Koupriane fears that If he Is out he
will devour oe of the police who watch
In the garden at night. I wanted him
to sleep in the house, or by his master's
door, or even at the foot of the bed, but
Koupriane said, 'No, no; no dog. Don't
rely on the dog. Nothing is more dan-
gerous than to rely on the dog.' Since
then he has kept Khor locked up at
night. But I do not understand 's

Idea."
"Monsieur Koupriane Is right," said

the reporter. "Dogs are useful only
against strangers."

"Oh," gasped the poor woman, drop-
ping her eyes. "Koupriane certainly
knows his business; he thinks of every-
thing."

"Come," she added rapidly, as though
to hide her disquiet, "do not go out like
that without letting me know. They
want you in the dining-room- ."

"I must have you tell me right now
about this attempt.

"In the dining-roo- In the dining-roo-

In spite of myself,'' she said In
a low voice, "It is stronger than I am.
I am not able to leave the general by
himself while he Is 0 nthe ground-floor.- "

. She drew Rouletabille into the dining-

-room, where the gentlemen were
now telling odd stories of street rob-
beries nmld loud laughter. Natacha was
still talking with Michael Korsaoff;
Boris, whose eyes never quitted ihem,
was as pale as the wax on his guzla,
which he rattled violently from time to
tlmo. Matrena made Rouletabille sit
In a corner of the sofa, near by, and,
counting on her fingers like a careful
housewife who does not wish to over-
look anything in her domestic calcula-
tions, she said:
. "There have been three attempts; the
first two in Moscow. The first hap-
pened very simply. The general knew
he hart been condemned to death. They
had delivered to him at the palace in
the afternoon the revolutionary poster
which proclaimed his Intended fate to
the whole city and country. So Feodor,
who was just about to ride into the
city, dismissed his escort. He ordered
horses put to a sleigh. I trembled and
asked what he was going to do. He
said he was going to drive quietly
through all parts of the city, In order
to show the Muscovites that a governor
appointed according to law by the
Little Father and who had in his con-

science only the sense that he had done
his full duty was not to be intimidated.
It was nearly 4 o'clock, toward the end
of a Winter day that had been clear
and bright, but very cold, I wrapped
myself In my furs and took my seat be-

side him, and he faid, 'This Is fine.
Matrena; this will have a great effect
on these imbeciles." So we started. At
first we drove along the Naberjnala.
The sleigh glided like the wind. The
general hit the driver a heavy blow In
the back, crying, 'Slower, fool; they
will think we are afraid,' and so the
horses were almost walking when, pass-
ing behind the Church of Protection and
Intercession, we reached the Place
Itouge. Tntil then the few passers-b- y

had looked at us, and ns they recog-
nised him, hurried along to keep him in
view. At the Place Rouge there was
only a little knot of women kneeling

before the Virgin. As soon as these
women saw us and recognized the
equipage of the Governor, they dis-
persed like a flock of crows, with
frightened cries. Feodor laughed so
hard that is we passed under the vault
of the Virgin his laugh seemed to shake
the' stones. I felt reassured, monsieur.
Our promenade. continued without any
remarkable Incident. The city was al-

most deserted. Everything lay pros-
trated under the awful blow of that
battle In the street. Feodor said, 'Ah,
they give me a wide berth; they do not
know how much I love them, and all
through that promenade he said many
more charming and delicate things
to me.

"As we were talking pleasantly under
our furs we came to la Place Koudrin-sk-

la rue Koudrlnsky, to be exact. It
was just 4 o'clock, and a light mist had
commenced to mix with the sifting
snow, and the houses to right and left
were visible only as masses of shadow.
We glided over the snow like a boat
along the river in foggy calm. Then,
suddenly, we heard piercing cries and
saw shadows of soldiers rushing around,
with movements that looked larger
than human through the mist; their
short whips looked enormous as they
finocked some other shadows that we
saw down like logs. The general
stopped the Bleigh and got out to see
what was going on. I got out with
him. They were soldiers of the famous
Semenowsky regiment, who had two
prisoners, a young man and a child.
The child was being beaten on the nape
of the neck. It writhed on the ground
and cried In torment. It couldn't have
been more than S years old. The other,
the young man, held himself up and
marched along without a single cry as
the thongs fell brutally upon him. I
was appalled. I did not give my hus-
band time to open his mouth before I
railed to the subaltern who commanded
the detachment, 'You should be ashamed
to Btrike a child and a Christian like
that, which cannot defend Itself.' The
general told him th"e same thing. Then
the siibaltern told us that the little
child had just killed a lieutenant In the
street by firing a revolver, which he
showed us, and it was the biggest one
I ever have seen, and must have been as
heavy for that Infant to lift as a small
cannon. It was unbelievable.

" 'And the other,' demanded the gen-
eral; 'what has he done?'

" 'He is a dangerous student,' replied
the subaltern, 'who has delivered him-
self up as a prisoner because he prom-
ised the landlord of the house where he
lives that he would do It to keep the
house from being battered down with
cannon.'

" But that la right of him. Why do
you beat him?'

" 'Because he has told us he Is a
dangerous student.'

" 'That Is no reason,' Feodor told him.
'He will be shot If he deserves it, and
the child also,, but I forbid you to beat
him. You have not been furnished with
these whips In order to beat isolated
prisoners, but to charge the crowd when
It does not obey the governor's orders.

In such a case you are ordered "Charge,"
and you know what to do. You under-
stand?' Feodor said roughly. T am
General Trebassof, your governor.'

"Feodor was thoroughly human In
saying this. Ah, well, he was badly
compensated for It, very badly, I tell
you. The student was truly dangerous,
because he had no sooner heard my hus-
band say, 'I am (tenersl Trebassof, your
governor,' than he cried, 'Ah, is it you,
Trebassof!' and drew a revolver from
no ono knows where and fired straight
at the general, almost against his
breast. But the general was not hit,
happllj", nor I either, who was
and had thrown myself onto the student
to disarm him and then was tossed
about at the feet of the soldiers In the
battle they waged around the student
while the revolver was going off. Three
soldiers were killed. You can under-
stand that the others Were furious.
They raised me with many excuses and,
all together, set to kicking the student

In the loins and striking at him as he
lay on the ground. The subaltern
struck his face a blow that might have
blinded him. Feodor hit the officer in
the head with his fist and called, 'Didn't
you hear what I said?" The officer fell
under the blow and Feodor himself car.
rled htm to the sleigh and laid him with
the dead men. Then he took charge of
the soldiers and led them to the bar-
racks. I followed, as a sort of after-
guard. We returned to the palace an
hour later. It was quite dark by then,
and almost at the entrance to the pal-
ace we were shot at by a group of
revolutionaries who passed swiftly In
two sleighs and disappeared In the
darkness so fast that they could not be
overtaken. I had a ball in my toque.
The general had not been touohed this
time either, but our furs were ruined
by the blood of the dead soldiers which
they had forgotten to clean out of the
sle'gh. That was the first attempt,
which meant little enough, after all,
because It was fighting in the open.
It was some days later that they com-
mence'! to try assassination."

At this moment Ermolal brought In
four bottles of champagne and Thad-deu- s

struck lightly on the piano.
"Quickly, madame, the second at-

tempt," said Rouletabille, who was tak-
ing hasty notes on his cuff, never ceas-
ing, meanwhile, to watch the convivial
group and listening with both ears wide
open to Matrena,

''The second happened still In Mos-

cow. We had had a jolly dinner be-

cause we thought that at last the good
old days were back and good citizens
could live in peace; and Boris had tried
out the guzla singing songs of the Orel
country to please me; he is so fine and
sympathetic. Natacha had gone some-
where or other. The sleigh was waiting
at the door and we went out and got in.
Almost instantly there was a fearful
noise, and we were thrown out Into the
snow, both the general and me. There
remained no trace of sleigh or coacl
man; the two horses were disembow-
eled, two magnificent piebald horses,
my dear young monsieur, that the gen-

eral was so attached to. As to Feodor,
he had that serious wound In his right
leg; the calf was shattered. I simply
had my shoulder wrenched, practically
nothing. The bomb had been placed
under the seat of the unhappy coach-
man, whese hat alone we found. In a
pool of blood. From that attack the
general lay two months In bed. In the
second month they arrested two serv-

ants who were caught one night on the
landing leading to the upper floor,
where they had no business, and after
that I sent at once for our old domestics
In Orel to come and serve us. It was
discovered that these detected servants
were In touch with the revolutionaries,
so they were hanged. The Emperor

a provisional governor, and now
that the general was better we decided
on a convalescence for him In the midl
of France. We took train for St.
Petersburg, but the journey started
high fever in my husband and reopened
the wound In his calf. The doctors
ordered absolute rest and so we settled
here in the datcha des lies. Since then,
not a day has passed without the gen-

eral receiving an anonymous letter tell-
ing him that nothing can save hlra from
the revenge of the revolutionaries. He
Is brave and only smiles over them, but
for me, I know well that so long as we
are in Russia we have not a moment's
security. So 1 watch him every minute
and let no one approach him except
his intimate friends and us of the fam-
ily. I have brought an old gniagnia
who watched me grow up,' Ermolal, and
the Orel servants. In the meantime,
two months later," the third attempt
suddenly occurred. It is certainly of
them all the most frightening, because
it Is so mysterious, a mystery that has
not yet, alas, been solved."

But Athanase Oeorgevltch had told a
' good story" which raised so much hub.
bub that nothing else could be heard.
Feodor Feodorovltch was so amused
that he had tears In his eyes.

(To He Continued.)

then drank more, amid a
THEY fracas of talk and

laughter, Ivan Petrovltoh and
more, amid a perfect fracas of talk
and laua-hte- Ivan Petrovitch and
Athanase deorgevltch walked across
and kissed the general. Roiiletabille
eav all around him great children who
amused themselves with unbelievable
naivete and who dranl In a fashion
more unbelievable still. Matrena

smoked cigarettes of yellow
tobacco incessantly, rising almost con-
tinually to make a hurried round of
the rooma, and after having prompted
the servants to greater watchfulness,
aat and looked long at JRottletabllle,
who did not stir, but caught every
word, every gesture of each one there.
Finally, sighing, she sat down by Feo-
dor and asked how his leg felt. Michael
and Natacha, In a Corner, were deep in
conversation, and Boris watched (hem
with obvious Impatience, still strum-
ming at the gusla. But the thing that
struck Rouletabllle's youthful Imag- -'

Inatlon beyond all else was the mild
face of the general. He had not Imag-
ined the terrible Trebassof with so
paternal and sympathetic an expres-
sion. The Paris papers had printed re-

doubtable pictures of him, more or less
authentic, but the arts of photography
and engraving had cut vigorous, rough
features of an official who knew no
pity. Such pictures were in' perfect
accord with the idea one naturally had
of the dominating figure of the govern-
ment at Moscow, the man who, during
eight days tho Red Week had made
so many corpses of students and work-
men that tho halls of the University
and the factories had opened their
doors since In vain. The dead would
have had to arise for those places to
be peopled! Days of.terrlble battle,
where In one quarter or another of the
city there was naught but massacre or
burnings, until Mntrena Petrovna and
her Natacha (all the
papers told of It), had fallen on their
knees before the general and begged
terms for the last of the revolutiona-
ries, at bay In the Presnia quarter, and
had been refused by him. "War is war,"
had been his answer, with Irrefutable
logic. "How can you ask mercy for
these men who never give it?" Be It

said for the young men of the barri-
cades that they never surrendered, and
equally be It said for Trebassof that he
necessarily shot them. "If I had only
myself to consider," the general had

said to a Parla journalist. "I could have
been gentle as a lamb with these unfor-

tunates, and so I should not now my-

self be, condemned to death. After all, I

fail to see what they reproach me with.

I have served my master ns a brave
and loval subject, no more, and. after
the fighting. I have let others ferret
out the children that had hidden under

their mothers' skirts. Everybody talks
of the repression of Moscow, but .let us

speak, my friend, of the Commune.
There was a piece of work I would not

have done, to massacre within a court
an unresisting crowd of men, women

and children. I am a rough and faith-

ful soldier of His Majesty, but 1 am not

a monster, and I have tho feelings of

a husband and father, my dear mon-

sieur. Tell your readers that, if you

care to, and do not surmise about

whether I appear to regret being con-

demned to death."
Certainly what stupefied Roulotabllle

now was this staunch figure of the

condemned man who appeared so tran-

quilly to enjoy his life. When the gen-

eral was not furthering the gnycty of

his friends ho was talking wilh his

wife and daughter, who adored him

and continually fondled h nd he

seemed perfectly happy. With his enor-

mous grimly mustache, his ruddy color,

his keen, piercing eyes, he looked the
tvnlcal spoiled father.

The reporter studied all these wide-

ly different types and made his obser-

vations while pretending to a ravenous

appetite, which served, moreover, to fix

him In the good graces of his hosts of

the datcha del lies. But, In reality, he

passed the food to an enormous bull-

dog under the table, In whose good

graces he was also thus firmly planting
himself. As Trebassof had prayed his
companions to let his young friend sat-

isfy his ravenous hunger in peace, they

did not concern themselves to entertain
him. Then, too, the music served to

distract attention from him, and at a

moment somewhat later, when Matrena
Petrovna turned to speak to fie young
man, she was frightened at not seeing

him. Where had be gone? She went out
Into the veranda and looked. She did

ot dare to call. She walked into the
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